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A GOVERNMENT of Prime Ministers is the most impressive
and least durable of structures; and in Lord Aberdeen's,
whilst he, Lord John, and Palmerston formed a brief sum-
mary of English politics since 1828 (and provided Lieven
with an. irreverent comment on 'an incomprehensible
Trinity'), the sober presence of Mr. Gladstone amongst his
elders seemed to include a neat prevision of the remaining
fifty years of Victorian history. They opened quietly, and
Windsor almost smiled upon the slow unclosing of that
singular bud. For though ' our admirable Peel' was gone,
' our excellent Aberdeen' remained. They were at the
Castle to receive their seals in the last week of the old year;
and whilst a princely eye observed that Palmerston was
looking ill and walking with two sticks, a royal pen confided
to an uncle, together with her good wishes for 1853, that the
new Home Secretary was " terribly altered, and all his friends
think him breaking."

He did not break that year, although his gout had been
giving trouble. Instead, he took to the business of his new
office with a rare gusto. He visited prisons, answered
questions about water mains, closed burial-grounds, and
abated smoke. He still wrote state papers; but now they
were about the ventilation of cells. That eye, which had
once watched Russia, was watchful still; but it was fixed
upon the menace to public health presented by the London
graveyards. He became the implacable enemy of intra-
mural burial, enquiring blandly " why, pray, should arch-
bishops and bishops and deans and canons be buried under
churches if other persons are not to be so ? What special
connection is there between church dignities and the privilege
of being decomposed under the feet of survivors? . . . and as
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